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on which glowed a single copper lamp; over it hung a truncated
cone of paper, similar to a lampshade, inscribed with texts and
tilted at a slight angle, so that the hot air in rising caused it
to revolve gently. There were, besides, a few small tables with
books, his finely chased teacup and an ancient painted scroll
of some deity under his " fearsome " aspect. A rug was laid
for guests to sit on; and a young monk, who was charged with
the abbot's personal service, kept up continual relays of cups
of tea and rusks of puffed rice*

There we conversed by the hour. The abbot's speech was
slow, but not devoid of a humorous turn. A wide range of
subjects was touched on and it seemed to me that he was
turning over some plan in his mind which concerned me; but
perhaps I only imagined this.

One day he suddenly asked: " Why did you go up to the
Zeinu and try to climb snow mountains ? I would know your
true purpose." A difficult question to deal with on the spur
of the moment: to such a man the usual humbug about finding
it good for one's health or character, or that one was pursuing
some pseudo-scientific object, would have been an insult to his
intelligence. His piercing glance was like IthuriePs spear,
compelling truthfulness. So I made a lame answer : " We love
to go to wild places for their solitude, to avoid the b.ustle of
town life." " You will never find it thus," he replied. " You
have no idea how to seek it. It cannot be won by such methods.
It will not be obtained nor acquired nor gained nor procured
nor encompassed." (I have tried to give an impressionistic
rendering of his words in Tibetan.) " The solitude to seek is
the concentration of your own heart; if you have once found it,
it will not matter where you are." Perhaps he was thinking of
his own spiritual ancestor who said, "For him who hath
realized Reality it is the same whether he dwell on an isolated
hill-top in solitude or wanders hither and. thither." Then
placing a tiny image of the Buddha on'the table, he said,
" Learn to fix your thoughts on this, and then you may know
solitude, but not otherwise." " But surely, my lord abbot, the
great saint Mila Repa himself has sung the praises of mouiitain
and wilderness, and recommended them to those who wish to
master the art of solitude. He who aspired to Buddhahood
within the span of a single life, found that the undistracted
atmosphere of mountains offered the best setting in which to